
What H£
//H. T say, Torchy." says Mr.)

| 1 Robert, as he comes breex-
% W in' in from lunch about.

two hours later than us-;

ual. "did that McPrea person from Toledohappen to call while I was out?";
"Only on the phone," says I, "to!

tell how he'd be in at 10:3" tomorrow.

Had an important conference on today."
"Huh!" says Mr. Robert. "So did I."
"Startin" Oggie Blair 15 up on the

string, eh?" I asks, grlnnin".
"Twenty." corrects Mr. Robert. "And'

then he has the presumption to scratch
a four-cushion shot for a corner

gather and nurse 'em until he has run

game. No one else called, eh?"
"Only Mr. Varney." says I.
"Well, how was old Horace?" asks

Mr. Robert.
"Seemed to have his usual grouch

with him." says 1.
Mr. Robert chuckles. "What in particularhas embittered poor Horace

against the world now," he asks.
"Being shifted to the winter greens

at Apawamis." says I. "That was his
deepest growl. £aid if it hadn't been
for that crime, which threw him otf
his putting, he'd have broken 90 yesterday.Threatens to resign, give up
golf, or do something else desperate."
"How familiar that all sounds." says

Mr Robert. "Anything else, wrong
with the universe."

"Oh. yes." says I. "The calendar is
on the blink, accordin' to him. It's
too late to stay at any northern resorts.too messy in town, and too early
to go to Pinehurst or Hot .Springs.
Then his man wants to take a month
ofT to go back to Kngland and look
after a sister who's been left a w idow.
and Mr. Varney says who the blazes
is to get his bath ready and lay out
bis shavln' things if that happens."
"Who indeed!" says Mr. Robert.

"Poor old Horace! He leads a hard
life, doesn't he?"

"Perfectly poisonous." says I. and
we swaps grins.
Not that we don't sympathize more

or less with Horace. We do. He has
to stop so many half-arm jolts from
the rude fist of Kate, as Mr. Robert
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drive, maybe the next a careless eluo
waiter will bring him his filet of sole
without the sauce tartar, and that
same evenin' perhaps his bridge partnerwill double three spades when he
should raise Mr. Varney's no-trump
and give him a chance to make the
rubber. Always something or other.
As a rule he comes in and tells us

all about it. Course, if Mr. Robert is
there and ain't too busy, he gets the
tale, but if no one else is handy I
have to stretch a more or less willing
ear. I've listened to a lot of harrowin
details; how he suspects Jepson of
waterin' his private stock, what a

poor time he had at a week end house
party up in the Berkshires where a

young widow from Richmond made
him sit out In the moonlight with her
until he got the sniffles, or how that
silly sister-in-law of his lured him out
to Montclair and parked him all
through dinner next to a baby vamp
who giggled in his car and afterward
tried to show him some new jazz
steps.
From all of which you might gather

that Horace Varney was an unfortunategent who was doing his best to
1,BV» -a irnnS limn in n world that WAS

badly organized for that purpose.'
Fairly good guess. Outside of that)
lie's a bachelor well along in the thir-l
ties, with a fine Roman nose, a cleft!
chin and a deep worry wrinkle betweenhis thick eyebrows.

It ain't the price of a new winter
overcoat, or the tax on silk pajamas,
or the slump in oil stocks that worriesHorace Xo. He's got an income
that'll stand any strain you could
think up, short of financin' a slush
fund or backin' a musical show on a

road tour. 1 don't know just what It
comes from, and I doubt if Horace
could tell exactly. Mainly I believe
his capital is Invested in public servicecorporations.electric light, gas
and trolley companies all over the
country.so when you -get stuck with
a 10-cent fare somewhere, or find your
kilowat hour rate has been jumped,
you can have the ^tji^actlotv of knowingthat part of it goes to Horace,
who will see that most of it gets back
into circulation promptly. He didn't
even pile up all them preferred stocks
originally. A kind old uncle of his
who was a corporation lawyer did
that for him. years ago, legvin' the
lot to Horace because he couldn't take
it along with htm when he shuffled off
so sudden.

I must say it was kind of Interestin",though, hearin' how Horace was
mistreated. Tou know I've always had
a hunch that if I should ever connect
with a free flowin' income like that.
with no work hung on It. no office
hours to put in, and nothing; to do but
ramble around here and there as the
notion struck me.well, I'd back myselfto have one whale of a time. Listenslike a sure thing proposition, eh?
And yet Horace don't seem to find

it so easy. If he strikes a place where
the golf is good and foursomes easy
to get up. then the table is sure to be
punk or else the climate will go back
on him. Maybe the eat.- will be grand
and the fairways only fit for cow pastures.He never can tell. All he's sure
of is that it'll be something or somebodythat'll drop the bee in the cold
cream, or the fly in the oatmeal, or
whatever the saying is.

It's so little that Horace asks, too.

* Everything in the world he wants is;
to be let alone while he's making
himself comfortable and happy. If he
was one of these aimless, uncertain
parties who ain't quite sure what
they want it would be different. But
Horace is sure. He could give a com-i
plete list any time you'd care to listen.
He wants a particular corner table

in the club grill and his favorite
waiter; he wants his man to press
his clothes Just so. his caddy to stand
in a certain place when he makes a
shot, and his bridge partner to make
the exact lead that will tit his hand.
Also he'd like to have the thermometernever drop below 70 or get above
"g, his trains always to be on time,
ltd rainy days to come only twice a

month. And when things happens
otherwise he puts up a howl.

"Say, how does he get that way?"
I asked Hr. Robert once.

"It'g quite simple," says Mr. Robert.
"By centering hie attention on one person.HoraceVanity. Behold. Torchy,
a self-pampered old bachelor who was
once rather a human and likable chap.
Merer develop an ego like that,
Torchy, If you can help it."

"Fat chance I'd have," says I, "with
a Job like mine. Still, Mr. Varney
seems to thrive on It. Books like
uuito a husk."
"Horace takes rather good care of

himself." says Mr. Robert.
So it's kind of a surprise here a

m

ippened t
month or so back, when the word
comes in that Horace is in a private
hospital uptown and wants Mr. Robertto come and see him. Somehow
he seems to be a little shy on friends;
that is, the sort he could call on in a
case like that. Anyway. Mr. Robert
cancels a few business dates and
trots up.
He may have been in a taxi accident,"says Mr. Robert.
"Or his ego may have shifted to

the wrong; side," I suggests.
But when Mr. Robert comes back he

reports that both guesses were wrong.
Horace has had trouble with his appendixand has had to lose it. He's
all right now, though; at least, as
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near as a man can be who's just bad
his plumbing: revised and is still
wearin' a silver tube in his side. But
it had all eome so sudden, and Horace;
has had so little experience along that
line that he's had a big scare thrown
into him.

" 4 " nAAa \fr PhKori "ho on.

pears rather indignant that such an

outrageous thing should be visited on
him."

I gather that Horace seeniS to think
that a long standin' conspiracy to put
him on the fritz has come to a head
in this final attempt and he don't knowjustwho to blame for it. Course, he
puts most of it on the doctor, who
has ordered him to lie fiat on his back
and won't let him have anything to
eat but baby food. He's some sore on

the nurse, too, and has confided to Mr.
Robert that she's a cold-blooded,
heartless female who spoons gruel
into him with no more feelin' than
she would have in fillin' an oil stove.
And how he's ever going to stand two
or three weeks of this he don't know.

"I fear they're going to find-Horace
rather difficult." says Mr. Robert,
shruggin' his shoulders. "He has been
so accustomed to having his own way
about everything, you see."
"Anyway, it showed up the kind of

a friend Mr. Robert could be in a

pinch. Almost every day he finds
time to dash up tor a few minutes
with Horace, and when he can't get
there himself he never leaves fori
home at night without sendin' him a

chirky message. And the things he
thinks of to cart up to him.flowers
and magazines and cheerin" books and
new puzzles. Now and then he'd send
me.

It was along in the second week
that I begun noticin' a change in
Horace. I'd gone up with an odd
mechanical toy that Mr. Robert had
found in some shop and for a wonder
Horace seems quite interested in it,
windln' it up and watchin' it work.

"Clever, eh?" he remarks. "I must
show this to Miss Moran."
"Eh?" says I, gawpin".
"My new day nurse," he explains.

"She'll be in soon. Just stepped down
stairs to get my daily dose of milk
toast. She.she's quite a wonder,
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you thaT'wav!" Sa>S "if she strikes!
Even at that I was lookin1 for the

usual crabby complaint about this orj
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that, but it don't come. And when
Miss Moran glides in easy with the
tray I sizes her up curious. Can't
say I was thrilled, though. All 1 can
see is a kind of cute little party with
shiny black hair and big brown eyes.
She ain't much more'n a half portion.
Miss Moran, but what there is of her
is neat and trim, and you know how
much one of them nurse's costumes
helps. It's the narrow little rosebud
mouth, though, that gets me suspiIcious. I like 'em a little wider cut
But there was no gettin' away from
the fact that Miss Moran's voice was
easy to listen to. It's one of the soft,
cooey kind that's almost too good to
be true.

"O-o-o-o. isn't that funny," she gurgles,as Horace shows her how the
toy works. "But we'll have to put it
on the table now. won't we, while you
have the nice milk toast that 1 made
for you all myself."

"Oh, 1 say. Miss Moran!" "protests
Horace. "You mustn't go bothering
to cook for me. you know."
"But I like to," insists Miss Moran.

"Sow we'll prop you up with some
pillows.no, don't try to do it yourself.I can lift up your shoulders."

"See that, Torchy?" says Horace.
"She won't let me do a thing for myself.and I feel almost like walking
down stairs Making a regular baby
of me."
- "You'll have to stand it, you bad

K

:o Horace
boy, for a few clays longer." cooes
the nurse as she pats him gently on
the shoulder.
And before I leaves Horace gets a

chance to whisper to me on the side:
"Have Bob send up a couple of orchestraseats for some good play tomorrownight."
"You mean it?" says r.
"For Miss Moran and her room

mate." adds Horace. "Flowers, too,
and a taxi, of course. Charge 'em to
me. Her night off, you know. 1.1
want to do a little something for her.
You understand?"
"Fh-huh," says I. winkin* at him.
Mr. Robert is almost as much surprisedas 1 was. "Don't tell me he
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thought of doing that all by himself,"
says he.
"Must have," says I. "unless that

new nurse has him hypnotized."
"If she can influence Horace to give

a thought to any other human being,"
says Mr. Robert, "she deserves promotion."
"Maybe that's what she's working

for." says I.
Not that I really believed Horace

could be permanently pried loose from
his fixed habits, for he's about as

skirtshy as they come. His favorite
slogan had always been. "No equal
suffering for me." meaning the hymenealnoose. Also he'd had a lot of
practice in dodgin' the net, as you can

imagine.
Yet the next trip J makes up to

the hospital, which is only a few days
later, he. starts right in tellin' me
things about "Peggy."
"Kh?" says I. "What Peggy'.'"
"Why, Miss Moran," says he. workjn'up a blush. "You know, Torchy,

she's quite a remarkable girl. 1.
i ve round out a lot aooui ner laieiy.

"Well, well!" says I. "Been looking:her up in 'Who's Who'?"
"We've been having long talks."

says Horace, "and she has been tellingnie how she happened to take up!
nursing. It seems that her father
used to be in the wholesale liquor!
business up in Springfield, Mass. He
was one of those chaps who didn't
believe that prohibition would ever
come and so when the great drouth'
did descend it caught him with most
of his capital tied up in bonded liquor.!
Then his business petered out and
there he was with a big family and
no income. Peggy was right in the
middle of a musical course at the
Boston Conservatory.she sings very
well, you know.but she quit all that
and studied nursing. Plucky of her,
eh? It's no joke, this hospital work.]
Long hours and very little pay for the
first year or so. But she's stickin to,
it and doing her best." j

I nods careless. "A lot of 'em seem
to like the life," says I.
"I'm sure Peggy doesn't." says Horace,"although she never makes a,

complaint. But just think what it
means to a girl like her. Why, -here
she has given up her music, her|
friends, everything, to trot around;
waiting on a lot of whiny invalids!
and disabled grouches.such as I, for
example. That s wnai i eau lougn.

i funny!'
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And the work is too hard for her.
She's rather a frail little thing. Think
of lifting me half a dozen times a day.
and running back and forth from the
diet kitchen, three flights down! She
shouldn't be doing it I'm trying to
make it as easy for her as I can by
not asking to be moved often and goingwithout things. Well, why are

you shaking your head that way?"
"I didn't know you was worse

again." says I. "Too bad."
"But I'm not worse," insists Horace.

"I'm feeling fine, and getting strong
every day. The doctor tells me I'll
be out in another week, which will
almost be a record recovery. Most of
it Is due to Peggy, too. And by the
way, Torchy, I w ish you'd do a little
shopping for me. What are these fur
things girls wear around their shoulders:those white, fluffy furs?"
"White fox?" says 1.
"That's it." says he. "I wish you'd

have two or three sent up on approval
so she can pick out one that suits her.
Wait. I'll give you a check to open
an account for me. You don't mind
doing it, do you?"

"No." says I. "Only it strikes me
you're gettin' in kind of deep, givin"
her furs and things. Kh?"
"Oh, that'll be all right," says Horace,

laughin' easy.
So about ten days later, when Mr.

Hubert springs his big news on me,

*
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be don't catch me with my mouth
open.
"What do you suppose dear old

Horace has gone and done now?" he
asks.
"Escaped from the hospital and

fallen into matrimony?" says I.
"Nothing less," says Mr. Robert.

"But how did you guess it?"
"I've been watchin* this Peggy personput the spell on him," says I.

She's the one. I suppose."
He says it is.
"I saw it cumin'.'* says I. "What

frets me, though, is that a cagey party
like Horace would fall for a nurse,
it's such old stuff."
"Evidently it wasn't old stuff to

Horace," says Mr. Robert. "At least,
Miss Peggy Moran was a novelty to
him. Hut he's such a hardened old!
bach. I'm wondering how it's going jto turn out."
"My guess is," says I, "that in about'

six weeks or so Peggy will be discov-
erin' what it is to be a golf widow."

"I suppose so," says Mr. Robert..
"He's just been telling me his plans jfor the coming winter and as near as
1 can gather lie means to make a tour;
that will include every golf course
from Asheville to the Havana Country
Club. Horace is a 36-hole-a-day en- |thusiast, too, you know, and with
bridge every evening I can predict ajfew lonesome hours for the new Mrs. i
Yarney." |"Maybe she'll wish she'd stuck to
nursing," 1 suggests. ?
Oh, yes, we worked up ijuite a lot

of sympathy for the bride. I was I
entirely overlookin' that narrow eut
mouth, too. Not until Horace blows
in here yesterday and lets us in on
his revised plans did I remember.

"Well, you're off for the sunnysouth, are you?" asks Mr. Robert.
"No," says Horace. "In fact we are

headed in just the opposite direction.
Leaving- for Springfield, Mass., tonight.""Rut you'll not get golf weather
much longer up there,"' says Mr.
Robert. i"I suppose not," admits Horace.
"But, you see. Peggy doesn't care for!
golf. And she dislikes big hotels.!
Doesn't care much for traveling about,.either."
"You don't mean to tell me, old

man, that you're going to settle down!in Springfield?" asks Mr. Robert.
"Not right in the city," says Horace.

"There's a corking stock farm a few
miles out that Peggy knows of and
has always liked the looks of. Almost
|a country estate, you know; fine oldcolonial mansion set on the top of athill, a couple of hundred acres of land,and three or four barns. It's all for!sale rather cheap. T think I'll buy it." j"You!" gasps Mr. Robert. "A gen-
tieman rarmer! What do you knowabout cows, and raising: hogs and
hay?"
"Not much, as yet," says Horace,"but I'm reading up on it. Really!I've bought three or four books onthe subject. One on silos. But perhapsyou don't know what a silo is,Rob? I didn't until recently. I'd Jheard of 'em, of course, but I wasrather vague as to what they were jfor. Somehow, though, I feel that it

would be perfectly bully to own aisilo. All your own, you understand.It's something they feed cows out of.I don't care so much for cows, butif we had a silo 1 suppose we'd haveto have cows, too. Peggy says we
would. By Jove, though! That remindsme. 1 must go and pick her
up at her hairdresser's. She said I
might drop around here for a littlewhile, but I mustn't keep her waiting.So long. I'll send you a snapshot ofthat silo when it's really mine."
And he leaves Mr. Robert and mestarin' at each other.
"I wouldn't have believed it couldi>e done," says Mr. Robert.
"Nor I," says I, "if I hadn't noticedher mouth."
"What about it?" he asks."Narrow gauge." says I. "The kindthat opens just wide enough to say 'Iwill' and 'You shall.' Peggy's got onelike that."
"And you think she's responsible forthis great change in Horace?" demandsMr. Robert.
"Kither that," says I. "or else whilethe doc. was eliminatin' Horace's appendixhe got the biggest part of hisego, too. Anywav. it's »hai i'a

a thorough job. Eh?"
And Mr. Robert joins me In a chuckle.

(Copyright, 1820, by Sewed Ford.)

The Soul of Honor.
A SENATOR asked by a Kansas

City reporter why lie opposed a
certain public utility bill which involvedmillions of dollars, answered:"X oppose this thing because 1 have
no confidence in the gang that is behindit.
"You see," he continued, "these fellowsdon't inspire ine with the same

trust that a certain witness inspiredin the county court judge, beforewhom she appeared.
"'Your name, madam?' the judgeasked this witness.
" 'Matilda Hawkins, sir: age, fortysix,'came the prompt reply." "Well, really!' exclaimed the judge,and addressing the jury, he added:
" 'Gentlemen, please take not of that

answer, and because of it I will ask
you to kindly believe everything Mrs.
Hawkins has to say.' "

On the Safe Side.
pOBKRT SKINNER, a Pittsburgh

inventor, was talking about theI violence used in a southern miningdist rict.
"In fact." said Mr. Skinner, "the

strikers' violent methods.they don't
hesitate to use guns.have intimidatedeverybody.
"Meeting a workman who had stuck

to his job during many previous
strikes, but who had gone out this

| time with the rest, his boss remonstratedwith him.
"'Bill,' said the boss, 'I'm surprised

that you have deserted us. With so
few workers left, you arc missed
terribly missed.'
"Bill shrugged his shoulders.
" 'Well, boss.' said he. 'when you've

got a wife and five children to bring
up it's better to be missed than hit.' "

THE RAMB]
FAMILY I

Where the Fairfaxes Came
From.Various Branches
of the Family.The Settlementat Freestone Point.
Indian Names and a Little
Lesson in Speaking Real
Old-fashioned "Indian/*

THE Rambler in his narrative last
Sunday promised to return to
the Neabsco neighborhood, and
we will fancy we are there.

Much as he would like to honestly translatethe pleasant-sounding Indian word
"Neabsco." he cannot do it. No explanationis to be found in "The Origin
of Certain Place Names in the United
States," compiled in 1005 by Henry Gannettand issued by the geological survey.It follows that "Neabsco" is not
mentioned in any of the Indian books or

books about Indians which came into
Prof. Gannett's hands, and among those
relating to Indians in our part of the

country, and which Prof. Gannett consulted,were John Garland Pollard's
"Pamunkey Indians of Virginia" and
S. G. Boyd's "Indian I-ocal Names. With
Their Interpretation." The Rambler
has turned to Capt. John Smith's "Descriptionof Virginia and Proceedings of
t l,u # ,.T; ^ Avf^rH in 1612.
for in that work is a chapter under this
heading: "Because many doe desire to
knowe the manor of their language I
have inserted these few words."

There is quite a list of words and
phrases which ('apt. Smith set down in
English as they were pronounced by
Potomac Indians, or as his ear caught
the sound of them. Neabsco does not
appear in the book. Should you read
that chapter, the same thought which
came to the Rambler might come to
you. It was that, though our Indians
may have been men. and even women,
of few words they were people of hard
words and, perhaps, they were taciturn
and laconic, because it was hard for
them to talk. For example, if you
wished to ask a Potomac Tndian. "What
do you call this?" you would say, or

try it, "Ka ka torawfncs yowo" ; and
if you would say in Indianese, "I am

\>-rie hungrie. what shaU I eate?" you
would be expected to render the sentimentthus: "Mowehiek wayawgh tawgh
noeragh kaquere mecher" : and if you
wanted to ask: "In how many daiss
will there come hether any more Englishships?" you would say, if you
could. "Casacunnakack paya quagh acquintanuttasantasough." But. after all.
this may not have been a very difficult
language to speak, because it does not
sound unlike a great deal of the Englishthat one hears in the street cars,
cafes and even more exclusive places,
and without doubt there is more meaningin it.

* * * *

Neabsco is not a new name. On

the Rambler's table is a reference
to the original grant to the land
between Powell and Neabsco creeks,
the Potomac end of which land is
called Freestone Point. Gervas Dod-
son %vas the patentee. tne creea

is called Neapsco.not a wide variationfrom the present spelling- But
the very early history of this tract,
which many years after the grant
of it to Liodson and years before it
came into possession of the Fairfax
family, was the Bee tract of "Leesylvania,"is a story which the Rambler,for the sake of conserving
his time, labor and material and with
the hope of keeping you in a state
of suspended animation, or expectancy.means to tell in future
"rambles."
When the local train rushes at perhapstwenty miles an hour along the

high and splendid "fill" which was

built across the lowlands, marshes
and shoal water on the north side of
Neabseo creek and roars across the
grim and grimy timber bridge it
comes, after a few hundred yards
more along a "fill" on the south side
of the creek, to N'eabsco station.
There ic a tittle waiting shelter bear-
ing a blue sign, freshly lettered in
gilt "Neabseo.'* The railroad station
used to be called Freestone. No
dwelling is there.
Years ago the railroad crossed the

creek a few hundred yards upstream,
or west, from the present crossing,
turned east toward the Potomac and
then turned south, passing through a

deep cut across the ridge of sand and
standstone which lies east and west
along the "neck" and terminates at
the Potomac in a high stone elilT.
which for centuries has been called
Freestone Point. The present line of
track is straight and, passing off the
bridge, crosses at a considerably
higher grade the line of the old track.
To reach our object we will climb
down a set of decayed and broken
wooden steps all tangled with wild
vines, from the new railroad grade to
the old track. Within a few yards
a wire fence tries to halt you and
an old gate across the abandoned
railroad bed clings feebly to two
gaunt gray posts.
On one of the posts is this invitation:"Posted: No Hunting, fishing or

trespassing without written permission.Reward for information leading
to arrest and conviction. W. E. McIntren,E. T. Kelley. Quantico." Acceptingthe invitation, the Rambler
passed in, and he sends his complimentsand his best wishes to the
gentlemen at Quantico and promises
that before he goes again to Freestonehe will write to them for a note
of admittance. And he believes it'll
be forthcoming.
The old railroad bed, black with the

cinders of generations of trains, is
growing up in brush. All the ties are
in place, and though feeble and decaying,would still serve well as firewood.The rails have been taken up,
but the spikes that held them down
are still sticking in the ties.a rich
prize probably for a dealer in old
iron. On the left is a narrow strip of
lower land, where tulip poplars or
liriodendrons grow thick and tall. Just
beyond the trees is the creek, which
vou glimpse through openings in the
heavy foliage, and beyond is Oecoquan
bay. two and a half miles wide. The
abandoned way swings to the right
and away from the creek, and is
about to enter a really and truly immensecut through the sand and sandstonebackbone of the "neck." Years
ago that cut was made by men with
plows and hand shovels, and the excavatedmaterial was hauled away in
horse-drawn carts. If blasting was
necessary, the holes were bored with
hand drills. That was before the time
of steam shovels, pneumatic drills and
trains of dump cars drawn by locomotives.It was really a stupendous
work.

* * * *

You see ahead of you this cut with
trees growing in it and on its toweringbacks, but you also see a bushy
path, which leaves the raiload bed
at the left and climbs uphill through
woods. There is a ruin of an ancient
gate, a deep gully and a jumble of
rotting' timbers and planking, and
this shows that not so many years
ago a bridge spanned the gully." You
follow the path. A man's foot seldompresses it. but strolling cows
seem sometimes to follow it. The
path is closely grown in by woods
and spun across it are masses of
spider web. T*p hill you go to the
crest of the ridge, which is the watershedof the peninsula between
Powell and Neahsco creeks. The wayisfringed with sumac, gum trees,
sweet and sour: romantic, aromatic
sassafras and tall, stately walnuts.

In the path and closely bordering
it grow masses of pennyroyal and
dittany tea shrub. Over the ridge
and down you go until your path intersectsthe trace of a former road.
It seems long since a wheel passed
that way. To the left the trace leads
toward the river. To the right it
leads out across the old and newrailroadlines and connects with a
mesh of roads, and there you may

a .
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choose an ok] dirt road which will
bear you to Cherrystone, Dumfries, t

Brentsville, Round Top. Kanky, ,1
Smoketown. Ripon Lodge or Rippon if
Lodge, to 6eeoquan. Woodbridge or 1
Colchester and all the other venera-
ble and historic places in Virginia.
The Rambler explored a large extent 1
of the timber and brush lands and
found the sites of ^several houses
that became ashes so long ago that ]
they are not even held in memory, 1
But the adventures in the woods.
another "ramble." 1
Turn to the left along the wheel

trace and you will come to the tire-
ruin of the home of Col. John Walter!
Fairfax, aid on Clen. Loligstroet's
staff, and in later years an intimate <

of Gen Grant. And they do tell in the! '

it

\

Nrabsco neighborhood that once the
colonel was very attentive to Miss
Nellie Grant. The Rambler promised to

i teil some facts of Fairfax genealogy
and he finds it convenient to keep his
promises.sometimes. Many of the
facts which he is about to relate were

| collected by his old friend and liis|torian and genealogist. T. K. Cartmell.
and printed for circulation among the
members of the Fairfax family by
Lindsay Fairfax, a son of Col. .1. W. j
Fairfax.
Very early in the eighteenth centuryJohn Fairfax established himself

in Charles county, lid. In 1717 William
Fairfax settled in Massachusetts colony.He was a cousin of Thomas
Lord Fairfax, and was a collector of
the port of Salem. The manager in

Virginia of Lord Fairfax's lands was
Robert Carter, or "King Cartes" of
Nomini, Westmoreland counjy. He
died in 1732. and Lord Fairfax apipointed as his agent in Virginia his
cousin William, the collector of the
port of Salem. William had married

(a 1'uritan daughter. Deborah Clark
They came to Virginia in 1 733 and in I
1739. William bought from Edward
Washington a plantation on the Foto- j
mac called Belvoir. You all know it.

lit lies between Mount Vernon and]
Gunston Hall, and Camp Humphreys!
occupies it now.

* * * *

At that lime Mount Vernon was

called the Hunting creek plantation
of Augustine Washington. The place
had not come into possession of Au- !
gustine's son Lawrence, who named
it Mount Vernon. William Fairfax's
only son to leave descendants was

Bryan Fairfax. He became a minister j
in his fifty-seventh year. According I
to Mr. Cartmell. he "preached at j
Fall's Church," and according to thel
Rambler's memory he was also rector
of Christ Church. Alexandria. Bryan's;
sons were Fernando, who married
Elizabeth Cary, and Thomas, who
married first Mary Aylett. second
Louisa Washington and third Margaret.daughter of William Herbert.
The sons of Thomas and Margaret

Herbert were Albert Henry. Orlando,
Raymond. Ethelbert and Reginald,
Henry married Caroline Herbert of t

Maryland and conducted for a long [
time at his beautiful home. Ash Grove,
Fairfax county, a boarding school for j[ young ladies. He was a captain of
volunteers in the Mexican war and

j died in 1817, leaving several children,
j Orlando married Mary Randolph Cary.
nt* pritl-LIUfU IlieUlClIie 111 OieXaUUI lil

and moved to Richmond. He. too, left
a large family. Raymond, Ethelbert
and Reginald died unmarried. Thomas.
whose home was Vaucluse, Fairfax
county, died in 1846 at the age of
eighty-four years. His oldest son
was Albert Fairfax and he died in
1835. The wife of Albert was CarolineEliza, daughter of Richard Snowdenof Maryland. They left two sons.
Charles Snowden Fairfax and John
Contee Fairfax.
Now we come to the line of Fairfaxeswho came to own Eeesylvania

and Freestone point. John Fairfax,
who settled in Maryland, was a
Catholic. He was of the Fairfax
family in England, who were Viscountsof Emley, and they were relatedto that family of which Thomas
Lord Fairfax was a member and severalof whose members were Karons
Cameron. John was in Charles
county in 1715 and married Catherine. I
a daugther of Henry Norris. The Nor-
ris homestead descended to their son.
John Fairfax, jr., and this John, the I
second, married Mary, a daughter of)Edward Scott of Baltimore county,whose home was called "Scot's
Folly." on Elk Ridge. John Fairfax.)2d, died in Charles county, leaving)
four daugthers and one son, whose
name was William. He married first
Berdicta, or Benedict*. Blanohard. and
second. Elizabeth, a daughter of PeytonBuokner of Virginia.

By the first marriage were three
daughters and two sons, Jonathan and
Hezekiah.and by the second marriage
three daughters and two sons.John and ''
William. William, the father, moved
from Charles county to Prince William
in 1791, and died at or near Occoquan
in 1793. His son. Jonathan, died at his
home. Goose Bay. near Port Tobacco,
in 1787. His wife was Sarah, a daughterof Richard Wright, and by that
marriage were four daughters and five
sons.Bouesta, Sarah. Anne Booker,
Elizabeth. Richard Wright, Walter,
John Henry and Peter.

* * * *

Hezekiah. second son of William Pair-
fax and Benedictat Blanchard, married
Margaret Calvert and died in Prince
William and left four sons.John Heze-
klah. Minor, Thompson and Sanford. 1
William Fairfax, son of William Fair- 1

fax and Elizabeth Buckner, married
Anne, a daughter of Cyrus King of «

Prince William; inherited his father's
home at Occoquan and died there in '

1845. His son, John Scott Fairfax, mar-
1

ried Anne, daughter of Peyton Mills of
Prince William, and moved to Kentucky.
where their sons. Cyrus King Fairfax
and John Peyton Fairfax left many descendants.John Fairfax, son of Wil-
liam Fairfax and Elizabeth Buckner.
crossed from Maryland to Virginia and
was assistant to Bund Washington,
George Washington's distant kinsman,
who was superintendent of the Mount
Vernon plantation. He succeeded t
Bund Washington in that position. ,

He was colonel of the 104th Vir-
ginlaIn antry in the w ar of 1812, was j

a member of the house of delegates,
and died in 1843. John married twice. t

first, Mary, daughter of Samuel Byrne
and Virginia, second , Anne Bloyd
daughter of FranciB Boucher Frankl

i MORE OF :
VICINITY o:

I
lin of Charles counts'. Mil. Rv
he first marriage wer<' two sons.
IVilliam and Uuoknfr. and 1»y the
tecond, Francis Boucher Franklin
Fairfax and George Washington Fairfax.
Jonathan Fairfax, first son of WilliamFairfax and Bern-dicta Blanchard.

[iied in Maryland in 17S7. as already
[old, at Goose Bay, near Port Tobacco.

leavingfour daughters and five sons.
Ifenry was the only one of the sons
to reach manhood. Me engaged in
the shipping: business at Baltimore
hind moved to Dumfries, where he
was an important merchant, lie was

a captain in the 36th Virginia Infantryin the war of 1*12 and later
engaged in the banking business in
Baltimore. He died in 1M7. He was

vjSfc

THE HOI SE AT ROl XD TOP.

thrice married. His first wife was
Sarah Triplett Carter, daughter of
William Carter of Dumfries; liis sec-
one! wire was Sophia Scott, daughter
of Jesse Scott of Dumfries, and his
third wife was Elizabeth, daughter
of Thomas Lindsay of "The Mount."
Fairfax county. The tombstones of
Henry Fairfax and his wife Elizabeth {

WHO SAYS 1
HUMOR IN '

MANY strange things are to be
found stored away in the governmentarchives at Washington.Now and then the officials

in charge of the millions of letters and
documents run across a communication
so delightfully human and amusing as

to arouse smiling comment and curiosity.
These two letters were written while

the war was in progress:
"Post Hospital, Fort Logan. Col.,

August 8, 1918.
"The company hogpens located on the

easterly sloping bend of the creek runningwest and south of this depot are

of three groups, viz. a south, middle and
norm group.
"The south group of seven pens and

middle group of eight pens are unutterablyfilthy and in a most grossly unsanitarycondition, both as regards the
life of the hogs and as a menace to the
welfare of the inhabitants of this depot
and its immediate environment. The
interior of these pens is covered with
old bones and litter, and inside and
immediately in front of each pighouse
proper are holes filled with filth in
which the hogs wallow. The hogs presenta most unhappy appearance and, by
their surliness of temper and fatigue,
demonstrate that they are troubled and
harried not only by their environments,
which are unnatural to porcine taste,
but also by the swarm of Hies which
are originating at this station.
"The north group of six pens is quite

clean and dry throughout, and the
pigs demonstrate their contentment and
satisfaction by activity, pleasant porcinedemeanor and general cleanliness
of body. There are no flies present in
this north group of pens.
"It is recommepded that these pens

be raked clean of bones and litter, tiie
same to be burned and not merely piled
in heaps, and the interior of pens be
properly graded and drained by ditches.
This will guarantee a full financial returnand benefit to this depot from the
hogs themselves.

"SANITARY INSPECTOR "

After an investigation came this
report:

Kort Logan. Col.,
August 23. ISIS.

"To the Commanding Officer, Depot.
Returned:
"This office learns with deep regret

that decent hogs must pine and fret
and lose their chaste and classic
beauty, because some man neglects
his duty. A sense of confidence misplacedoffends a hog's esthetic taste
and every effort should be bent to
keep him happy and content. I
"The undersigned is pleased to

learn that this inspector did discern
the difference in looks and style betweenthe hogs so coarse and vile,
with manners surly and uncouth, in
all the pens extending south, who
not the least resemblance bore to

porkers of the Q. M. Corps (whose
pens are further to the north as in
above report set forth). These animalsso sleek and fine, the pink of
excellence in swine, display upon
their radiant features the happylookof grateful creatures. The
juartermasiers pigs alone maintain this
high and lofty tone, and tlieir appearance.fresh and fair, betokens kind und
loving care.
"The fact is not so widely known,

though in this letter clearly shown,
that making the surroundings cleaner
will greatly change a hog's demeanor,
rlthough the fact is likewise true
that in the Army there are few expert
?nough in their profession to rightly
read a hog's expression. To tell just
where the trouble lies, by contemplationof the eyes, or by the wrinkles
if his snoot, might stump the average
reeruit. It has been elaimed that hogs
will thrive amid surroundings that
would drive an animal of lofty pride
to early death and suicide; that while
his belly is kept full he thinks this
leanly stuff is "bull"; that plenty in
Ihe way of eats his cup of happiness
completes.
"As these opinions seem to vary
oncerning what is necessary to deratethe moral tone within the hog's
peculiar zone, it is most strongly
recommended that hogs in future be
ittended by men expert in reading
faces, who can at once detect the
races, upon the mournful physiog of
iny poor disgruntled hog. that point
:o mental irritation or porcine trouble
>r vexation.
"Psychology is thus combined with

physiognomy refined, and just a dash
if the occult might help the ultimate
esult. 'Tis thought the man in charge
should he a keen and competent M. n
Who but the medical department could
)ave of wisdom such assortment? Who
Put a graduate of college could have
so vast a store of knowledge? The
ruth Is we have no such store of
learning in the Q. -VI. Corps.
"The main consensus of opinion, perr

FAIRFAX
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stand in the woods on Freestone
Point, not many yards off the path
whieh strikes to the left from the
old railroad bed. The Rambler was
sruided to them by two friends. C. F
Railey and CI. W. Tacey of the
Ne.'ibsco neighborhood. He found
manv fr»rent ten lmn<r» sites and
graves in the vast and tangled woods,
but did not find these totnbs Returningto the railroad, ho mot Bailey
and Tarry, who w»re waiting for a

train, and they led him to the sad
an«l somber spot. Henry Fairfax and
Sarah Triplett had live daughters and
one son. Henry, who married Jam
Parks Price, a granddaughter of Pol
Stephen Hex Price, who surrendered
with Fornwallis at Yorktown. Their
son. Hr. Edwin Fairfax, moved to

lBi^n^S^H''V^^ * vL^^«^. fW '-i^M
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Missouri. The children of Henry
Fairfax and Elizabeth Lindsay were
Martha, who was married to Thomas
Rolling: Robertson of Petersburg. and
John Walter Fairfax. These childreninherited the Freestone estate
and lived in the house, the fire ruin
of whivh the Rambler told of last
Sunday.
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taining to the hog's dominion (which
is perhaps not far amiss), appears to
be about like this.despite all scientificlore a hog remains just as before; I
he makes a picturesque display when
viewed from far enough away; his
grunt is musical and clear, providing
you are not too near. He smells serenelysweet and clean, if proper distanceintervene. But notwithstandingspeculation and philanthropic
meditation, the theories of demagogues,most hogs will still remain.
just hogs. "CAPT. Q. M. CORPS."

Self-Advertising.
4< \RXOLD BENNETT is the most

* incorrigible self-advertiser the
world has ever seen," said a publisher.
"If you don't believe it, read hia last
book, or listen to this story.perhaps
a less boresome task:
"Bennett in his early days, when he

was working on a woman's fashion
paper in London, sat on top of an
omnibus one spring morning with a
solicitor's clerk.
"All of a sudden Bennett interrupted

the clerk's talk.
" 'Wait, Bill,' he said. "I want to

read a skit to you. It's the funniest
thing I've seen in the last five years.'
"Then he took out a penny weekly.

'Pansy's Own Paper.' and read a ratherfeeble skit to the clerk, stopping at
the end of every paragraph to laugli
till the tears ran down his cheeks.
"'Isn't that funny. Bill?' he said

when he finished. 'Ha. ha. ha! Did
you ever read a funnier skit."
"A minute or two latter Bennett and

Bill got off at Charing Cross. As they
were about to separate Bill asked
with a puzzled frown.
" 'Look here, Enoch'.Bennett's real

name is Enoch Arnold Bennett, you
know.'look here, Enoch, you read me
that skit once before. You wrote it
yourself, didn't you?'
Bennett winked. He tapped the side

of his nose. Then he said:
"'Right, quite right. Bill, old chap.'
" 'Well.' said Bill, 'what game arc

^ I'U up IU fii \ J vu .

" 'Bill/ said Bennett. 'did you notice ,
that fat man in the seat behind us on
the bus?'
" 'No.' said Bill.
"'Bennett winked and tapped his

nose attain.
"'Weil, anyhow. Bill, he's the editor

of 'Pansy's Own Paper," and I want to
sell him a lot of stuff, for he pays a

guinea a column."
"Bennett paused and looked very

solemn. Then he ended:
" 'I know the old boy by sight. Bill,

but he doesn't know me. Now are you
on?" "

Not Satisfactory.
AUBOR leader was defending

strikes.
"How could men get better pay

without striking for it?" he said to
a New York reporter. "By asking for
it. do you think?" (
"I once knew a young bookkeeper

who went to his boss and asked for a

dollar raise. The boss flew into a terriblepassion.
"'But,' faltered the bookkeeper,

'there is nothing unreasonable, sir.
in my request. Don't you remember
promising me a raise after I'd been
with you a year?'
" 'Yes,' hissed the boss, 'but don't

you remember that 1 made this raise
conditional on your giving me every
satisfaction?' f
" 'Oh. dearl Haven't I satisfied you.

sir'." said the young bookkeeper, piti-
fulty.
" (Satisfied me?' yelled the boss, 'do

you think you are satisfying me when
you ask me for a raise?'"

The Commercial Age.
s-HARLKS DANA GIBSON, the Artist.
^ looked up from the Autobiography
of Benvenuto Cellini.

"It's a materialistic, commercial,
money - grabbing world." he said.
"That's why we don't have any BenvenutoCellinis nowaday*.
"Even love is commercialised. A girl

hid her face on her father's shoulder
the other night and whispered:
" 'Clarence loves me. daddy.'
"'Wants to marry you, eh?" grunted

the old man.
" "Yes. dear.'
""Well, what's his income?'
"The girl looked up with widA,

startled eyes.
" "I don't know.' she said, 'but the

coincidence is very, very strange.' . »

"'JWhat coincidence?' eaid the old
man.
" "Clarence.' said she, 'asked the very

same Question about your Income.' "

i


